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Author's Notes: 
To all the Izzy fans: my apologies! It's my first attempt at writing him, so if my characterisation is wrong.l'm 
sorry. | hope you enjoy it anyway. 


Characters: Richie Sambora 
lzzy Stradlin 


Prompt: AU 
Christmas Eve 


Sweet, hot lovemaking 
Christmas Eve, 1980 


Richie walked into the non descript bar, shivering from the cold. He was passing through town on his way out 
to LA, driving his beat-up car every day as far as he could before weariness took over. Which was the state 


he was in now. Tired, cold, hungry and sore from sitting in the one position for hours on end. 


He couldn't complain too much though; he was the only one to blame for his gruelling timetable. He wasn't sure 


why he was pushing himself so hard, since he had no place to be by any particular time. 


Yeah, he did. He was ruming. Running away from a failed relationship and a broken heart. His ex had decided 
that going back to his high school sweetheart was a better presentation to his parents, rather than 
introducing Richie and outing himself to his Catholic family. 


"Merry Christmas," The young bartender greeted him with a slightly crooked smile. His dark brown eyes 
twinkled in the Christmas lights hung around the bar, a spark of interest blatant in his appraising look. "What 
can | get you?" he asked as he continued to polish the glasses in front of him. 


"Hey," Richie answered finally, standing at the bar. "Beer..thanks. Do you have anything to eat at all? Its been a 


long drive since | last stopped." 


The bartender checked his watch and said, "Kitchen's closed now..but since it's Christmas Eve, | might be able 
to rustle you up something. Grilled cheese okay with you?" The dark-haired man with the slim but pleasing 


face and easy smile handed over the beer. 
"Perfect," Richie replied. "I really appreciate it." 


"No problem," he said, throwing the towel he'd been using over his shoulder and slipped through a door at the 
end of the bar. 


Richie pulled up a stool and looked around. 


The bar was almost stereotypical of a mid-Western joint. Dark wood panelling, pool tables off to one side, 
tables and chairs set up randomly in the room and the jukebox playing, in this case scratchy Christmas tunes 
as was appropriate for the season. 


There were a few customers, less than a handful, scattered throughout the room. Mainly males, from what 
Richie could see. Unless that long-haired person with their back to him was a female but, judging by the 
flannel shirt and body frame, he wouldn't put money on it. Someone spotted him and raised his glass to the 
stranger before retreating back into the conversation he was having. 


Friendly enough, Richie thought, unlike some of the places he'd stumbled into on his travels. He relaxed enough 
to pull out a stool to settle onto, opting to stay at the bar rather than a table. He didn't feel like having a 


conversation tonight. 


By the time he'd finished his beer, the bartender came back bearing a plate of warm and fragrant sandwiches. 
He placed it in front of Richie and said, "It's not Michelin star quality.but itll fill an empty stomach. The name's 
Izzy, by the way." 


Richie had pounced on the food with a happy little groan and had just taken a bite when the guy introduced 
himself. He swallowed quickly, swiping his hand on his thigh before offering it out to Izzy, "Richie..thanks for the 
sandwiches, man. They're perfect." They shook hands and Richie glanced up into the dark brown eyes when a 
frisson of electricity passed between the clasped hands. Izzy seemed unaffected but had a small smile on his 


inviting mouth. 


"Pleased to meet you, Richie," Izzy replied, sliding his hand out slowly. He replaced Richie's empty beer with a 
fresh one and asked, "So what brings you into town on a night like this? Shouldn't you be at home somewhere 


with your girlfriend.or boyfriend?" 


‘Im travelling solo," Richie replied in between mouthfuls. "Left my ex back home in the arms of his high school 


girlfriend" 
"Ouch," Izzy winced. "Tough break, Richie. So no other family back there?" 


"My folks," Richie nodded, "but they understood why | had to leave. I'll call them tomorrow but | can guarantee 
they'll try to talk me into going back" 


"So what happened with the ex?" he asked. 


The guy was cute and had his bartending chit-chat down to a tee, Richie thought. He seemed slightly younger 
than himself. He had longish mousy brown hair that looked as though it had been a couple of days since it had 


been washed but it gave him an interesting allure. 


The polar opposite to his ex, Richie decided. Jon had always been primping and preening in front of the mirror, 
washing his hair every second day, flossing his teeth regularly like a good boy. Richie shook the memories 


away. 


He looked at Izzy, who was watching him with interest as he continued to polish the same glass endlessly 
making the bracelets on his wrists tinkle as prettily as any fucking sleigh bells. He decided he needed a little 
danger in his life for a change. 


It was a popular decision with his dick too, as it decided to show the first signs of life in the past few months. 


Richie decided to ignore the question and looked over his shoulder at the other patrons before asking his own 
question. "So.is this a gay bar or something? | don't see any chicks in here." 


Izzy threw his head back and laughed, sending another jolt of electricity through Richie. "No.just a bi in a bar," 


he replied, his intention extremely clear. "These guys are harmless. just lonely." 


With that nugget of information, Richie took more of an appraising look at Izzy. Similar in height, slim but 
muscular from what he could see through the open buttons on his loose white shirt and dark vest. His hair 


hung in his eyes, as though he was attempting to hide from the world or at least pass through as unnoticed 


as possible. Which made the choice of bartending an interesting choice of occupation 


Richie's eyes roamed over the multiple necklaces hanging around his neck, drawing his gaze at the smooth 
chest again. His mouth started watering slightly as his own worn and scruffy jeans suddenly became a little 


tighter. 


When Izzy moved away to serve another customer and remind them that the bar was closing at midnight, 
Richie caught a glimpse of the long legs that were moulded with black jeans that disappeared into battered 
cowboy-style boots. Richie shifted on the stool to give himself a little more room in his jeans. 


The hours wore on as he and Izzy chatted at length between Izzy serving his customers, sharing stories about 


being on the road and making life comparisons in general. 


Izzy, it seemed, was as much of a drifter as Richie had become, taking jobs when he needed them. Bar work 
seemed to be the most transferable occupation, sometimes getting up with the local band to play guitar and 


sing, and receiving a meal and a few beers in payment. 


Richie had done similar odd-jobs along the way, sometimes for money or food. Or sometimes just for the 
company when he was too far inside his head, repeating over and over again, that fateful day that his heart 
was shattered with the words, "I can't be free like you are; about this, about us. | love you but | have to keep 


up appearances. It's expected of me..to be normal." 


Richie drained his beer quickly, slamming it down on the counter in misdirected anger. "Gimme a shot of 
whiskey, darlin’, Richie said, deliberately skimming his eyes down Izzy's delightful body. He checked his watch, 
almost midnight, as the dark-haired flower-child smiled knowingly and poured him the shot. "Any hotels around 
here thatll be open this time of night?" he asked. 


"A little ways out of town, maybe," Izzy answered before bidding his last regular patron goodbye. He moved 
out from behind the bar, where he'd been tallying up for the night, to lock the front door before returning to 
stand in front of the stranger. "But you're in no shape to drive tonight, baby," Izzy replied. 


"Skay," Richie slurred a little before upending the shot glass and returning it to the bar. Izzy filled it again. "S 


not the firs' time I've slept in the car." 


"Don't be an idiot," Izzy chuckled, moving closer when Richie swivelled on the stool to face him. "You'll freeze to 
death and won't be able to call your Mom and Dad. You don't want to make them sad do you?" Izzy's voice was 
low, his face shadowed in the twinkling Christmas lights, as he stepped between Richie's legs placing his hands 
on the top of his thighs. 


Richie felt the heat move through him from that simple touch. He let his gaze move over Izzy's face, landing 
on his mouth that hung slightly open. Richie moistened his own lips in a subconscious movement and, with a 


small grunt, leaned forward to take the other man's mouth with his own. 


That first kiss was everything he imagined. Richie couldn't get enough of Izzy's dark flavours, whiskey and 


absinthe, heat and promises, lust and lechery, sin and damnation, no questions asked and no answers given. 


Richie slid off the stool and pushed Izzy against the edge of the bar deepening the kiss. As Izzy threaded his 
fingers through Richie's hair, he found the last two buttons on Izzy's shirt and slipped the tiny discs through 
the holes before spreading his palms wide over the younger man’s ribs. He picked Izzy up and those long legs 
wrapped around his waist, grinding himself against Richie. 


Izzy groaned into Richie's mouth when he felt the extent of his desire. "Mmmm," he hummed, licking his lips 
after breaking free from the kiss and allowing Richie to nibble at his neck, "I like what I'm feeling, dude. Come 
home with me and let me show you a little Christmas hospitality. | know you got nowhere else to be and | ain't 
got anyone here either." 


Richie looked up reluctantly from his feast, raking his eyes over the wiry body in his arms. He was hungry 
suddenly. Hungry for some action and for another's touch. He chewed seductively on his bottom lip and asked, 
"Okay..do you live far from here?" 


Izzy squirmed, releasing his hold on Richie and sliding down his body. "Fuck..." Richie breathed barely making it 
through the full-body contact. 


Follow me," he said, grasping Richie by the wrist and leading him through the bar, turning off the main bar 
lights as he passed them and out the door that Izzy had gone through earlier. 


There was the taproom immediately behind the bar, a stock room and a small office to the left on the small 
hallway and the bathrooms on the right. The next door on the right, Izzy pushed open to reveal a small 
bedroom of sorts. 

"You said the kitchen was closed but | didn't see any kitchen," Richie said, looking around at the small bedsit: 
The only evidence of cooking facilities was a small bar fridge and portable cooktop with a pan and spatula 


resting on Top. 


Izzy closed the door softly behind him. "| never said there was a kitchen either," he replied. "I couldn't let such 


a cutie like you starve to death." 
"You think I'm cute?" Richie smiled softly. 


"Fuck yeah," he returned, moving to stand in front of Richie. He shrugged his shoulders and his shirt and vest 
fell to the floor. 


Richie let out a shaky sigh as he looked at the wiry but very pleasing body in front of him as Izzy's fingers 
worked the buttons through their holes on his shirt and pushed it down his arms. 


They stood motionless for a long moment before desire took over, impelling Richie to reach for the younger 


man, placing his hands either side of his head. Richie lowered his face to Izzy's and touched their lips together, 
gently swiping his tongue over the seam, asking for permission this time, to explore those enticing flavours 


again. 
Izzy groaned softly and granted that permission, shuffling closer and splayed his hand over Richie's back. 


The initial heady rush in the bar was not an illusion, Richie acknowledged as he sought out those deeper 
flavours again. Izzy's hands roamed over his body just as he did, seeking out pulse points and spots that drove 


the other man to make the most intriguing noises. 


Richie moved his hands down over the jeans, cupping the cheeks in his hands and squeezing the perfect 
handfuls as Izzy hooked a leg around him. Richie picked the smaller man up slightly and took a couple of steps 
to the bed, tumbling onto the unmade bedding in a tangle of limbs. 


Shoes were kicked off and trembling but sure fingers released belts and zippers. Richie moved down Izzy's 
body, taking a nipple between his teeth, tugging at it gently. He lavished attention on its mate before he moved 
lower still Izzy's hands shifted into his hair, guiding his pathway lower as his body arched up to meet Richie's 


mouth. 
"Ohhh..." Izzy sighed as Richie finally continued to mouth his way down over his rib cage. 


One of Richie's hands still teased nipples as the other proceeded to tug the dark jeans down over Izzy's 
prominent hip bones. Frustrated with the lack of flesh available, he reluctantly stopped feasting on Izzy's 
smooth softer belly and stood so that he could strip the denim from the prone form on the bed. 


He was divine. Lean and smooth to the appearance however Richie didn't doubt that Izzy's body held a 


multitude of surprises just waiting for him to discover. 


The dark-eyed stranger propped himself on one elbow, watching him, as he lazily stroked himself. Long, slow 
strokes up and down his shaft, teasing the head with a little twist and turn of his wrist, smearing the 
bittersweet tears around. 


"You gonna unwrap that present, Richie?" Izzy asked, sucking his bottom lip in between his teeth. "I mean..that 
bad boy has almost unwrapped itself but | want the whole experience tonight since it is Christmas." 


Richie smirked, gripping himself through his jeans and said, "Then why don't you come over here and finish the 
job, Izz" Richie noted the flare of heat his lover's eyes showed before he shifted to his knees and shuffled 


closer. 


Richie stood close to the edge of the bed and threaded his fingers into Izzy matted hair, scratching gently at 
his scalp as his younger lover cupped Richie's chest muscles as he would a tit, squeezing and kneading each pec 
until his nipples were tight little nubs. Richie guided Izzy's head down and hummed when he felt the warm 


mouth capture one, suckling at it, teasing with little flicks and laps of Izzy's tongue. For someone that was 


eager for the main prize, lzzy spent an inordinate amount of time at his chest. 


Richie couldn't remember the last time someone had spent this amount of time making sure he was the 
centre of attention, attending to his pleasure. He was extraordinarily hard and wasn't sure how long he was 
going to last. He tightened his hand into Izzy's hair and drew the man away from his chest. 


‘lm not your mama, little boy. You wanna suck on titties, then go back to her..otherwise | got something worth 


using that mouth on, darlin’," he growled. 


Izzy's face went from disappointment and shock at being yanked away from his sweet torture as a slow, dirty 
grin spread across his lips at Richie's demand. "Hmmm..my mama told me to savour my meals..especially a 


feast, such as you are." 


He gently shook his head free of Richie's grasp and hooked his fingers into the waistband of Richie's jeans and 
drew them slowly down over his hips, revealing the prize. Both let out appreciative groans as the restricting 
jeans fell to his feet. Richie kicked free from his last confinement as Izzy finally wrapped his hand around him, 
almost reverently, as though testing the weight and girth. 


"Damn, baby," Izzy breathed, dropping a kiss to the smooth head before touching his tongue to the slit and 


drawing a bead of precum from Richie to his mouth. 


Richie titted his head, holding Izzy's gaze as the younger man assuredly took his length into his mouth. Izzy's 
dark brown eyes fluttered closed. Richie caressed Izzy's face, the force of his sucking hollowing out already- 
concave cheeks. He felt Izzy's sure hands roam over him, never still, cupping and squeezing his balls, teasing 
the softer patch behind them. Richie was heading for one hell of an orgasm but he didn't want to waste it just 
yet. He extracted himself from the warm cavern of Izzy's mouth and replaced his dick with his own mouth, 


chasing his flavours on the other's tongue. 


| wanna taste you," Richie breathed once he broke the kiss. "Lie back, baby." He waited while Izzy settled 
himself on his bed before crawling up between the spread thighs of his lover. Kissing the softer skin of Izzy's 
inner thighs, Richie nuzzled around the crease where the leg meets hip, drinking in the heady scent that was 


coming from him. 


Eventually he couldn't hold back any longer and took a broad swipe up the length of the cock in front of his 
face. The illusion of the darker flavours was back yet again, exploding on his tongue as he swooped down the 
length and Richie wondered idly if Izzy bathed in whiskey and danger. Within moments he had Izzy writhing on 
the bed beneath him, his hand buried in his tormentor‘s hair and gasping for breath. 


"Turn around, man," Izzy panted, tugging on Richie's hair. There was a lot of shuffling of body parts on the bed 
but they finally completed the carnal circle. The small room was getting steamy and echoed with the mingling 


sounds of mouths on flesh and the resulting moans and cries. 


Richie drew in shuddering breaths as his control was sorely tested at one point. He let go of Izzy's tasty prick 


with a gasp and said, "Shit, baby.gotta slow down for a moment" Izzy protested with a throaty mewl but 
released him without question Richie rolled to his back, his hand still wrapped possessively around the tight 
ball sac, rolling them around gently as he regained his composure. 


Izzy propped himself on his elbow and looked toward the other end of the bed. "Is everything okay, Richie?" he 
asked as he trailed through the fine hairs on Richie's legs. 


Richie smiled up at the ceiling and chuckled softly, "God..yeah, more than okay." He drew himself into a sitting 
position so that he could look at Izzy properly. "You got me so that | don't even know my own name, right now. 
l.l.it's been a while though, ya know? Since I've had anyone.since..well, since before Jon" 


Izzy gazed at him for a long moment before rousing himself. He knelt beside Richie so that their eyes were 
level before he reached out and cupped Richie's jaw, kissing him softly on the lips. "He really did a number on 


you, didn't he?" he asked. 


Richie looked away, not able to answer. He just wanted to forget Jon and his plan of actually proposing to him 
on Christmas Day. He'd even bought a ring, which he still carried around with him in his duffel bag. 


His attention was drawn back to the dark-haired man as he pushed Richie back slightly and straddled his lap. 
The younger man placed his hands either side of Richie's face, his thumbs beneath Richie's jaw and tilted his 
face up. Richie saw the concern in the other dark orbs before Izzy leaned forward and stopped within a 
whisper of Richie's own. 


"Let me help you forget your troubles, baby," he whispered before touching his lips to Richie's re-igniting the 


fire from earlier. Izzy's fingers tangled in Richie's hair, rubbing soothing circles against his scalp. 
Their kisses moved from soft and slow, like the snowfall outside, building in intensity so that Richie was left 
breathless beneath him and hard beyond belief. The drifter's hands seemed to expose his secrets and wonder 


at them like a child would on an advent calendar or when unwrapping gifts. 


"Izzy..." Richie moaned, reaching between them to grip both cocks together as their hips undulated to an eons- 


old rhythm, a primordial thirst. 


Izzy had pushed Richie back down onto the bed and now loomed over him on his hands, admiring the mess that 
Richie had become at his hands. He smiled, his hips still rolling lazily, and asked, "Want something, sweet boy?" 


Richie arched up, wrapping his arm around Izzy's neck, locking his mouth on to the whiskey and sex flavoured 
one, biting the bottom lip before sucking it in between his. 


"Fuck me! Please! Blow my fucking brains out, baby," Richie mumbled against Izzy's lips. "Make me forget those 
that have gone before you." 


Izzy's mouth quirked up on one side, and said, "Oh, | can do that and a whole lot more. Stay right there." 


Richie allowed the slim man to move out of his grasp and he slid his arm beneath his head to watch him 
search for something in the small drawers beside the bed. He stroked himself a little more rapidly as Izzy 
unintentionally presented his ass to Richie's gaze. 

Like what you see, Rich?" Izzy smirked over his shoulder. 


"Absolutely," he replied hoarsely. "Bring that sweet thing back over here." 


Izzy turned and tossed a couple of condoms Richie's way and a small bottle of lube, “Just in case..," Izzy 


smiled, looking a little unsure for the first time that night. 
"In case of what, babe?" 
‘In case you wanna stay a little longer,” Izzy shrugged. "No pressure, of course." 


Richie propped himself up on one arm and said, "There's no place I'd rather be right now. Izzy..you've made me 


believe in the magic of Christmas again" 


"If l'm gonna fuck you," Izzy said, slowly crawling back over the bed to between Richie's legs, "does this mean 
that I'm your backdoor Santa, baby?" He leaned forward, claiming Richie's mouth as he opened it to say 


something. 


Richie laid back into the bedding, pulling the lithe man down over the top of him. He let his hands roam over 


the recently-familiar body as they resumed their discoveries. "Will Santa give me his candy cane soon?" 
"Greedy boys only get coal, don't you know?" Izzy chuckled, 


Richie snorted in amusement, flipping Izzy to the mattress and loomed over him. "Are we gonna make really 


bad puns all night?" he asked, rolling his hips against Izzy's. "Or are we gonna fuck?" 


Izzy's hand searched for the foil packets and tore one open, sheathing himself quickly. "On your knees, greedy 
boy," he growled, his face shadowed in the moonlit room. 


With a shuffling of limbs and bodies, it was Richie's turn to offer his ass up to Izzy. Groaning softly as the 
cool gel dribbled between his cheeks before Izzy's gentle fingers started to warm it by spreading it around. 
Richie let out a shaky sigh as those fingers started to tease him, slowly seeking entrance. "Mmm..yeah, just 
like that," he murmured as the final push through was felt. 


Izzy felt the relaxation of muscle and praised Richie softly as he worked his finger in further before adding 
another, and yet another. 


"Please.|zzy," Richie pleaded as his lover's fingers brushed over his prostate relentlessly, gripping the sheets in 


his fists as the maddeningly gentle touch was driving him closer and closer to his tipping point. 


"Shhh..l'm enjoying watching you all needy for me," Izzy murmured, soothing his free hand over Richie's back 


and flanks. 


| want to feel you..now..pleasel” Richie vaguely heard some kind of mumble from the younger man behind him 
before the relentless fingers slowly withdrew. He whimpered slightly before he buried his face into the bedding, 
groaning louder when he felt the gel-slick rounded head of Izzy's cock pressing insistently at his entrance. He 


tried to relax as much as possible to allow the thicker, welcome intruder in 
"Fuck..you're so hot, Rich," Izzy moaned as he pressed forward slowly. "Jesus..l-l've never felt someone so hot” 


"Quit the talking already," Richie grumbled, reaching back to grasp Izzy's hip as he pushed back onto him, 
seating the cock firmly in his ass. 


"Bossy, aren't you?" Izzy observed, his breath coming in short, sharp pants as he adjusted to Richie's heat. 


A hand was placed firmly on Richie's lower back as Izzy pulled out slowly, starting the quiet rocking of his hips, 
easing Richie into a faster rhythm. 


The room became a heady mix of pheromones and male musk and sweat, guttural moans and sweet sighs as 


Izzy pushed Richie to the pinnacle of lust and desire, as well as being swept up into the maelstrom himself. 


"Ahhh..fuck!" Richie groaned as his hand shifted over his own length at a rapidly increasing pace. "Izzy..baby, l-l 
need..ngh.need to..." He couldn't hold back any further, his restraint had been tested one too many times and 


he tipped off the edge into oblivion 


"Oh yeah..that's it, baby," Izzy crooned as he kept his thrusts as rhythmic as possible whilst Richie gripped his 


cock over and over again. 


Richie was vaguely aware of Izzy's own release a few minutes later when he felt the gentle swell and pulse of 
the thick vein along the underside of his lover's dick before the heat of his release was captured within the 
thin latex walls of the condom. Izzy's hips shuddered against Richie erratically as his body expelled the final 
droplets. Even as he slowly pulled free, Izzy shook violently with each tremor. 


Both depleted men collapsed onto the bed, side by side, their chests heaving as they drew in the much-needed 


oxygen into their lungs. 
"Holy shit," Richie exclaimed hoarsely, his throat parched from the exertion "That was." he rolled to his side 
to face the dark-haired man, "fucking incredible." He kissed the point of Izzy's shoulder moments before the 


man himself turned his head Richie's way. 


The gentle, almost-black eyes shifted over his face, finally landing on Richie's mouth. Izzy's tongue touched his 


own lips before laying the sweetest of kisses on Richie's. "| can say the same about you, babe," he said softly. 


| think | should be the one thanking Santa..you're such an unexpected gift, Richie. Thank you." 
"For what?" 


"I think we both needed saving tonight, don't you?" Izzy murmured as he held out his arm for his lover's 


inspection. 


Richie swallowed heavily, taking the proffered hand and tracing the fading track marks and scars over the 


inside of his arm. "Oh, lz." he breathed, the significance weighing heavily on his newly reawakened heart. 


‘Im in recovery," he explained, "but this being Christmas and the bar not opening tomorrow. would have had 


too much spare time on my hands." 


Richie pulled the arm closer and laid soft kisses over the marks, moving from wrist to elbow and beyond. "l'm 


glad | found you then, babe." 

"Rich?!" 

"Hmm?" he answered as he continued to lavish Izzy's arms with love. 

"'m.l'm scared to be alone," Izzy whispered. "At least while the bar is closed." 


Richie raised up on his elbow to look down at the younger man, caressing his face with his thumb. "Good thing 


| got nowhere to be then, isn't it?" Richie said and dipped his head down to Izzy's. 


They made love again in the early hours of Christmas Day before falling into an exhausted sleep, only rousing 


to Mother Nature's calls or when one of them reached for the other in a visceral need for human contact. 


Most of their waking moments were spent in bed, telling each other their stories in finer detail, eating simple 
meals concocted on the small cooktop in Izzy's room, drinking from a bottle of whiskey from the bar or making 


love. 


Richie had called his mother and father for Christmas and, as expected, they begged him to come home. He 
hung up after speaking to them and exhaled a shaky breath. Izzy drew him into his arms and held him until he 
calmed down. "I can't go back, Iz Not with him there with her. The chances of our paths crossing are too 


great." 
Richie lost count of how many times they ended up in bed together but their time together came to an end 
with the bar's owner banging on the door. "Izzy..thanks for looking after the place. Hope you had a peaceful 


time, man," he yelled through the closed door, waking the entwined men. 


"| guess that's my cue to hit the road," Richie said sadly. Then, "Iz? Come with me?" 


"Rich.l-," he started to say before Richie silenced him with a finger over his lips. 
"Don't..." he said. "Don't say no straight off. Say you'll think about it at least." 


Izzy looked at him with big, soulful eyes and nodded. "I'll call you. Regardless of my decision, I'll call you, okay?" 
Izzy said, nipping Richie's finger playfully. "You deserve more than a couple of days worth of fucking. | could fall 
for you so quickly, Richie..but | don't want to be your rebound" 


| don't think you ever would be, Iz," Richie said, softly. "I think I've already fallen for you and | want to keep 


you safe." 


Izzy gave him a small smile, hope flaring in his eyes. "Then go to LA and live a little. If you feel the same way 
in, say a month, then call me and I'll be there as soon as | fucking can, baby. | need you to be one hundred 
percent sure that Im really what you want" Izzy kissed him deeply and before they knew it they were lying 
spent again. 


A couple of hours later, Richie was kissing Izzy goodbye, standing in the snow beside Richie's car after they'd 
cleaned it off. 


‘ll call you when | stop next or leave you a message if you're working," Richie promised, delaying the inevitable. 
"IIl look forward to it," he smiled a little sadly. "Stay out of strange bartender's beds, you hear me?!" 

"Then don't invite any travellers to yours," Richie returned. "Don't forget that blood test coz | want flesh on 
flesh the first time | see you again," he growled, the very thought of taking Izzy without a condom, heating his 


blood already. 


First thing, Monday," Izzy promised. "You do yours when you get to LA. Go on.you need to get going or you'll 
be driving in the dark again" 


With one final kiss, Richie climbed into his beat-up red Ford and cranked the engine over, grateful that it 
started first go. He smiled at Izzy one last time and pulled out of the parking lot. 


He had a good feeling about the dark-haired traveller who stood watching his car until he was barely a dot 
against the white of the snow. Richie pulled onto the highway and turned the local easy listening station on. 


Richie chuckled when the first bars of Dean Martin's / Got Love To Keep Me Warm started. He hummed along 
but was soon drawn into the lyrics as he followed the signs towards Los Angeles, singing along with Dean, 


feeling more hopeful and happier than he had in a long time. 


The snow is snowing and the wind it is blowing 


But | can weather the storm 


What do | care how much it may storm 

Ive got my love fo keep me warm 

/ cannot remember the worst December 

Just watch the icicles form 

What do I care if icicles form 

Ive got my love fo keep me warm 

Off with my overcoat off with my gloves 
Who needs an overcoat Im burning with love 
My hearts on fire and the flame grows higher 
So I will weather the storm 

What do | care how much it may storm 

Ive got my love fo keep me warm 

| thought you ought to know my hearts on fire 
The flame it just leaps higher 

So I will weather the storm 

Why do | care how much it storms 

Ive got my love 

To keep me warm 


Ive got my love fo keep me warm 


~v% THE END¥*~~ 


https://youtu.be/pZ-RWs5YFP8 


